chapter XII
DANILOV
danilov was no great lover of nature—it would be
more correct to say that he had never thought much
about it. He had grown up among fields and forests and
had never noticed their beauty. He would look at the
clouds, the sun, the meadows, and think: "The hay'll be
good this year." He would look at the forest and think:
"That would make good building material!" It was
people, their affairs and their relations that filled his mind.
But on the way to Warsaw even he could not fail to
note the beauty of the forest. On either side of the track
rose tall, straight fir trees, each one with its majestic
crown as though they had been specially selected; and
all laden with newly fallen snow, which blanketed their
broad fans, and lodged in puffs between them. "Like
fairyland,'3 thought Danilov, as he stood on the platform
screwing his eyes to protect them from the glare of that
silvery whiteness flowing smoothly, silently, majestically
past, lovely and unsoiled, ... As the sun sank, it cast a
rosy glow over the whiteness, the rose deepened, then
disappeared, and soft blue shadow enveloped the forest,
like a blessing bringing peace. ... The train stopped*
They had been halted by a small column of soldiers—
Russians and Poles—commanded by a youthful junior
lieutenant. Snow had packed on their felt boots to the
knees and shaken down on to their caps and shoulders.
They came from the depths of that fairy-like forest and
were going to clean out some of the gangs swanning
around Warsaw. The junior lieutenant wanted a lift.
"It's domestic business, so to speak,3* said the lieuten-
ant "The Germans have all made off, and left these
gangs of bandits with machine guns—they took the big
guns with them, The last of these bands in the Ghervonny
Forest were settled only yesterday/*

